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As A HOT W\NP SLOWS STEADILY ACROSS THE AFRICAN PLAINS, 
THE FIRST STEP CF A SINISTER PLOT TAKES PUCE 




r ENQUSH OF THAT .' 
"rOU KNOW WHAT I 
WANT CONE. THE BOY 
iS TO BE KiLUEP 
SOMEWHERE ALONG 
THE TRAIL, ANP I 
MUST IN NO WW 
BE INVOLVE? 




©ffXT TWT CRUCIAL MOMENT THE EARTH SIViS A 
VfCLir-ff «HU5PiR AN3 A TSBglF/INS IXPuOgiON 
frPS THE AIR 




The 

JunGLS «EASON£ 
BSCOME YEARS 

TOTALING 
POUR SINCE 
THE LITTLE 
WHITE BOV 
HAP WANPEKED 
INTO THE LOST 

CITY. 

WHAT WAS TO 

BE HIS 

PESTINV/ 9 

HIS . . • BUT 

WAIT/-.. 




AUD5SNEP TO THS POINT OF FURY, TH8 GREW 
PyTHON TURNS UPON THE INTRUDER 






/these plants will\ 
j heal your wounds | 
i quickly, parc/ i 

\ WHEN yOU ARE / 
1 WELL, W£ WILL \ 

sVHUNT the jungle 1j 
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Escaping mis enemies, 1/ the 

Tt€ NATIVE EO/SQuEiZig /GOLpgN TEMPLE 
ThSOuGH A ROCK/ CI?EVlC£ |l MUgT Bi 
TWiT LEAP5 TO Tm£ SUIN£j\ SOUNP .'NO 




THIS IS TBULV A MIKACLE ... A 
GREAT SIGN. LOOK, OH PRINCE 
BOTH YOU AW THE CARVING ON 
THE TEMPLE WALL ARE THE VERV 
SAME. THE MIGHTY SKY-B1RP 
PERCHEP UPON YOUR 
SHOULDERS ARE YOUR 
WINGS 





_ = I H 5 VI H 0SV ww i THf VILLAGERS TURN 
THEIR STEPS HOMEWARD . THE AFRICAN SUN 
SWIFTLY PIPS BENEATH THE HORIZON, BUT 
WITH THE PROMISE OF -EVEN SREATBH 
THRILLS ANO /MORE STIRRING ADVENTURES 
FOR.. 



V/tLD BOY! 
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"GORILLA GOD" 




The. black soil of equatorial africa 
trembles a5 butamunga, the great 
volcano , awakes from a long slsep 7 
wilp boy hears, and turning to his 
young friend, keeto, speaks . . . 

r THE GREAT VOLCANO 
GRUMBLES.' I WILL GO 





TREADING WITHOUT 5QUNP , WILD BOY 
AND HIS PANTHER FRIEND DISAPPEAR 
IN THE TROPICAL FOLIAGE , AND KEETO 
CONTINUES HIS COOKING CHORE, 
UNAWARE OF THE SAVAGE EYES THAT 
PEER CUT FROM THE SCREENING 
BRUSH .' 



KEETCS CRIES ARE STIFLED,A5 KIMBA, 
THE MONKEY, RUSHES A\W IN TERMOR / 




H5 HUBS THE NEMWS T?»MPLE OF HEAVY BOOTS, ANP 
WITH THE WISDOM OF THE WILD, JUNGLE LAD LIES 
IM THE PIT, PgETSNPING UNCONSCIOUSNESS , r 




/ NEVER mUP THE LOCK, \f/^ ^ A | 


1 KIMBA . I CAM GET THROUGH ) / /££& JT 1 


V THE BAR5 THAT PARO ; 1 /M3Wfc#^ 1 
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A tfQKENT LATER 

wilp soy IS 

FREE. AND THE 
THREE COMRAPES 
VANISH INTO 
THE JUNGLE TO 
CONTINUE ON THE 
TRAIL OP KEETO 
AND HIS CAPTORS.' 




JIB ™^'n a Vo'5' l SiI ,C DBUM *** S80WU5UBER, 
S3E- I"i D BOy AND HIS BEA5T COMPANIONS 

flLf ;? M J HE JUNSLe INT0 * obwnS wise 

A3ASBARC RITUAL 6 BEGINNING . r 




Wild boy lifts his hanps to the towering- simian in the 
universal sign of peace and farewell, and me anp keeto 
stride toward the forest edge , unaware of the wngeh 
that lurks there awaiting them f 






THROUGH 










THE DARKNESS, 




f GO ON . . 


THROUGH THE CITY \ 




AND THE RAY 




TO BUTAMUNGA.THE VOLCANO.' ) 




AGAIN, THE 




\ HURRY. THE SAWSK ARE S 




LITTLE BAND 




Sg^CLOSINS IN frr-trk&T 




BUNS ON AND 










FINALLY 










THEY REACH i 
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THE 
LOST CITY.' 
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TRAPPED AT THE 
«, VERY UP OF THE 
E SEETHING VOLCANO, 
•"^ WILD BOY AND HIS 
FRIENDS ENGAGE 
IN A DESPERATE, 
LAST PITCH FIGHT 
AGAINST THE 
SWARMING 
SAVAGE HOWS.' 
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WAITERS was o*ore suddenly that the last red 
blaze of sunset had vanished from the open 
doorway of the thafched hut used for council meet- 
ings. Dense, tropical darkness threatened the 
plaited grass wicks burning with fitful smokiness in 
their dishes of oil. 

"Maybe there is no tiger," he said softly, trying 
another tack, as the shawled figure of a woman 
pushed inside the doorway among the natives 
grouped about him. "The message brought by car- 
rier pigeon was a lie. Why not? Your head man 
Aboku is not among you. He is hiding ..." 

"Not Not" the woman cried shrilly. "My son, 
Aboku, hides from no man, not even the tiger-devil 
that curies this village! I will speak," she wailed, 
struggling with those nearest who were trying to 
push her outside. 

With surprising quickness, for his bulk, Walters 
shouldered aside the men in front of him end 
caught the wdman's arm, "Here is one not afraid," 
he said quietly. "Let her speak!" 

"What is there to fear with Aboku ripped and 
dying of tiger wounds?" the woman rocked from 
side to side wringing her hands in the age-old 
pontomine of grief. "Since this white devil who 
becomes a tiger by night came to our village ..." 

Walters interrupted sharply. "A white man — 
here?" 

Aboku'i mother continued in o shrill wail, "He 
searches for the while stone of purity in Kurdu's 
forehead!" 

Walters stared at the woman. "So another man 
is after the jewel?" , 

"Yes, this white devil makes my son and the whole 
village search for it. To those who object, he appears 
as a tiger and devours them! Aboku found Kurdu's 
temple, but to save our people from sacrilege, hid 
the god's jewel from this devil. But he knew!" the 
woman cried wildly, "He knew!" 

"Where is this man now?" 

"Who knows where a tiger-devil is? Lost night 
he leoped the wall sbout our village and burst in the 



door of my son's house," she laughed hysterically. 
"Tonight the tiger will com* fof met" 

X coughing roar nearby In the jungle cut her 
words short. The grating hunger yell of the tiger 
seemed to leave In its wake o quality of fearful 
suspension of sound and movement to which not 
even o professional hunter like Walters was Immune. 

The villagers shrank away from the woman sway- 
ing in their midst. Walters caught her, as Aboku'i 
mother sank to the ground In a dead faint. 

"Is Aboku able to talk?" Walters asked, at the 
villagers pushed past him, hurrying for the safety 
of barricaded doors. "Where will I find Aboku?" 

One of the natives pointed through the open 
doorway to the dork shops of a hut set sport from 
the others in the compound. 

Walters headed for it purposefully. The beast 
could wait. The man had to be deott with first in 
order to break the spell of terror paralyzing the 

superstitious villagers. 

Starting to push back the wrecked bamboo door 
of the hut, Walters halted, poised for split-second 

action. ' 

The interior was lighted by a tingle, spluttering 
oil lamp. The ripped pallet, overturned table and 
stools ail spoke of a violent search. Certainty, the 
sounds his keen ears had caught on approaching 
the hut had not come from the native sprawled In 
an attitude of violent death on the earthen floor, 
bandages from his gaping wounds scattered about 
him. Muscles tensing from the scent and feel of 
danger, much as did those the animals he hunted 
for a living, Walters slammed the door back against 
a yielding body. Leaping to the center of the room, 
he pivoted, snatching up a three-legged stool. 

Almost at the same instant the door was flung 
bock, the man behind It lunging at Walters, knife 
In upraised fist. 

Wolters swung the stool before his chest, the long 
blade driving deeply into the woocf. Before his 
ottacker could wrench the stee! free, Walters 



■dubbed his right fist along the red bristled [aw ; the 
fingers of his left hand closed about the thick wrist 
holding the knife. They strained together, Walters 
clucking his head as the other's left hand reached ' 
for his throat. Swinging unexpectedly to the side, 
Walters twisted the wrist he gripped, thrust his 
right hand under the other's armpit and heaved. 

His attacker grunted, dropping the knife as his 
body described a short arc crashing on the packed 
«arth. 

Scooping up the knife, Walters stood over him. 
"Haven't 1 seen you before?" 

"You must read the Calcutta papers." The white 
man moved slowly, sitting up, watching the knife 
Walters held. Briefly, sneeringly, his glance met 
that. of Walters. "No need to guess," he added 
softly, head bent to the side in an attitude of listen- 
ing, "I'm Milo Thorpe, wanted for the murder of 
Lettie Adams — Adams Amalgamated Circus." 

Walter* wets momentarily surprised, newspaper 
accounts of the sensational murder flashing through 
his mlndi Milo Thorpe who, after murdering the 
Adams woman, had loosed the wild enimals in his 
act to further hit escape. 

The coughing roar of the tiger shook the oir. 

This time It seemed to Walters right outside the 
compound wall. Startled, he glanced around, then 
back at Thorpe whose attitude was no longer one 
of listening, but of triumph. 

"You catch on fast." Thorpe's slitted eyes were 
mocking. "The black panther, the leopard and the 
cheetahs were rounded up— all except Rajah, my 
Bengal tiger! Rajah always worked good with me." 
The man sitting before Walters raised hit voice sud- 
denly, sending a guttural command Into the night. 
He wq( answered by a rumbling snarl. The next 
moment, Walters heard the 'thud' of the tiger's 
heavy pads striking the ground Inside the nine foot 
watt surrounding the compound. 

"So now you know," Thorpe laughed jeeringty. 
"What good is it going to do you? Think you can 
■top Rajah with that knife, Mister Professional 
Hunter?" 

Walters took a threatening step forward as 
Thorpe started to rise. "Stay where you orel" 

"Jure," Thorpe sank back ■• a sitting position. 
"What are you sweating for? <i'i not Mwt hrjil" 



Walters shook his head grimly, "You're a maniac, 
Thorpe!" 

"Any time now Rajoh'll catch my scent — yours 
too, sharpshooter! And when he does..." Thorpe 
broke off, grinning wolf ishly as a furry body rubbed 
against the back of the hut. "Here he comes ..." 

But in that instant, Walters thrust the knife through 
his belt and sprang upward, swinging himself up on 
the rafter poles, thrusting head and shoulders 
through the thin roof covering of thotch. 

Faint starlight outlined the body of the tiger. It 
wos one of the largest tigers Walters hod ever seen. 
The beast was rounding the side of the hut. 

There was a shout from Thorpe. 

As the tiger momentarily lifted its head, fts eyes 
in the reflected starlight like beacons burning with 
savage green fire, Walters' arm flashed downward 
throwing the knife at a spot between the beast's 
shoulder blades. 

With an enroged roar (hot seemed to shoke the 
flimsy hut, drowning out Thorpe's shouted com-' 
mands, the tiger spra'ng, crashing through the 
already splintered bamboo door. 

Pulling himself through the opening he hod made, 
Welters set fire with his cigarette lighter to an arm- 
ful of thotch and jumped to the ground. He sprinted 
across the compound for his rifle leaving a flaming 
trail behind him. 

The roof of Aboku's hut was beginning to blaze, 
ma! l '.ig enough light for the whole village to see as 
the huge jungle cat came into view, carrying away 
from the flames it feared its latest victim — Thorpe. 

The sharp report of the rifle rang out. Rajah, the 
tiger, leaped straight up in the air. fell back, writh- 
ing, tearing up the ground in Its death throes. The 
rifle blasted again — there was sudden silence. 
followed by a triumphant shout from all corners ©f 
the compound. 

Walters lowered his rifle, looking arour.d tiredly 
as the bowed woman ct his side murmured, "My 
son, Abolcu, is avenged. You have killed the tiger- 
devil!" 

"The tiger, yes," Walters nodded. "Thorpe over- 
reached himself in thinking he could control an 
animal — this one had turned into a man-eater," 




THIS WOMAN IS A COHMUNI5T 
AGENT COMMISSIONER, 
AS PANGEROU& AS SHE 
IS BEAUTIFUL:' 




I'll ripe sack with you to / louie, for tour part \ i swear I'll go 

PICK UP WHAT YOU OWE ME ^\ IN SABOTAGING THIS STRAIGHT FRCWi 

FOR THIS DEAL, COMMISSIONER/ ] COMMUNIST ATTEMPT,/ NOW ON, GUVNER. 

THEN I'M HEAPING INTO THE 

INTERIOR.' AFTER BEING SO 

CLOSE TO SOW LIKE HEINUN. 

I NEED THE JUNGLE TO 

MAKE /WE CLEAN AGAIN:' 




WOLE) ©@^ 



"THE 
INVADERS" 




UATi THAT AFTCENOON AS THE 
NATlVig STRUSSUS PORWARP IN A ' 
FORCED /HABCH ■ 




Once inside lost city, P 

5WM5 WASTES NO TIME 
AS HE LAUNCHES A VICIOUS 
ASSAULT UPON THE ANCIENT 
RELICS 
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